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Little Doll 


Author's Notes: 
This is just a lit fluff i wrote on a car trip last weekend whatever. 


The moonlight was coming in through the window. Rudy sat there playing around with his bass. He started at 


the phone as well. 


"No, Rudy. You're not going to call." he mumbled to himself. All he could think about was Randy- His golden 


blonde hair, his adorable smile, and the cutest smirk he had ever seen. 


"God, you're so desperate." he said, grabbing the phone. With each number he dialed, he felt even more 


desperate than he already was. He felt ashamed, yet relieved when he got an answer. 
"Hello?" 


"Hey, it's ya' pal Rudy." 


"I kind of figured that” laughed Randy "Nobody else would call at this hour but you." 
Rudy smiled when he heard him laughing. 


"Look, bud. Um, do you mind hanging out a bit? | mean, i know it's late, but we're both night owls. We can play 


around on my guitars." 

"Sure. | need something to do with myself anyways." 
"Alright. So, you'll be right over?" 

"Yep. Just give me a few minutes to find my keys." 


They hung up, and Rudy waited impatiently. Every minute he waited it seemed like a lifetime. Until finally he 
heard a knock at the door. 


"Thank God. Sometimes i think you're my angel." he whispered, going to the living room and answered it. 
"Helloo!" said Randy in a cheerful tone that lit up Rudy's life. There he stood in the moonlight. Golden blonde 
hair, around 5'T foot tall, and that adorable smile. His face was pale, like he had just thrown up or something. 
Rudy was glad he came, thankful for his company. 

"Hey, thanks for coming." he smiled, closing the door behind them. 

"So, what's new?" the blonde asked. 

"Eh, nothing. Just kind of bored." he said, turning on the radio. 

"Music! Nice." 

"Well you know me." 


"Very much so." 


"Have you heard from Kevin?" asked Rudy, trying to break the ice, and hide the fact that he so desperately 


wanted Randy in his arms. 
"Nope. He's still kind of pissed off at me." 
"He'll come off it" 


"Yeah, just don't touch his Cadillac." smirked Randy. 


The two sat there in silence a minute. Rudy was emotionally crippling himself. Randy bit his lip, and tried to 
think up something to break the unexpected layer of ice. 


"|. Have been doing a lot of thinking lately." stammered Rudy. 

"And?." 

| thought about this thing for a while. A relationship with someone, actually." 
"Who?" asked Randy, intrigued. 

"Well, he's blonde. Smokes quite often." 

"Well, gee, that's anyone." 


"He's not just anyone. He's also kind of short-ish, plays guitar, and his smile just lights my whole world up.. 
He's also." 


"Also what?" 

"Sitting right across from me." 

"Wha-" 

‘Its youl Its you, Randy Rhoads! | love you!" 

"You." 

"Yes, my Little Dolll | love YOU!" 

"Well, gee.. |. Rudy.” 

He grabbed him by the wrists, holding him tightly. Randy sighed deeply, allowing Rudy to do whatever. 


"And i love you too." he finally choked out. When Rudy heard that, he held him even tighter. Their noses 
touched, and they held on for what seemed like a lifetime, dancing around a bit. 


